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no longer seeing" her upon whom he had gazed for so
short a time. He does all he can to see her again,
for he is pursued night and day with tender thoughts
of that vision; but the strict guard that is kept
over his shepherdess prevents any opportunity.
The violence of his passion determines him to
offer his hand to the adorable being, without whom
he can no longer live, and he obtains leave from
her to do this by means of a note which he is skil-
ful enough to have placed in her hands. But,
meanwhile, he is informed that the father of this
beauteous maid has arranged her marriage with
another, and that everything is being got ready to
celebrate the ceremony. Think what a cruel blow
this is to the heart of this sad shepherd. Behold
him overwhelmed by mortal grief. He cannot
bear the terrible thought of seeing the being he
loves in the arms of another ; and love, in despair,,
devises means of gaining access to the home of
his shepherdess, to ascertain her feelings and to
learn from her the fate in store for him. He there
finds ample evidence of what he dreads; he sees
the arrival of the unworthy lover whom the caprice
of a father has set up against his tender passion.
He beholds this ridiculous rival, triumphant by the
side of the lovely shepherdess, as though his
victory were assured ; and that sight fills him with
anger which he can scarcely hold in check. He
sends anguished glances to his beloved; but his
reverence and the presence of her father prevent
him from speaking except with his eyes. At last
he breaks through all restraint, and the torrent of
his passion finds relief in song.

(He sings.)

Fair Philis, tis too much to bear,
Break silence, and your thoughts declare.
Tell me my fate:
Live I or die ?
ANG. (replies singing).
Behold me, Tircisy sad and loney